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Lover, Beloved and Love




    Pure and Simple




    Mysterious and Divine





    
I am You




    You are Me




    Union in Motion
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    At Age Eight*




    When A young girl 




    Forgives her Father 




    For dying




    





    She dances figure eights.




    





    When




    A young girl 




    Accepts his absence




    





    She seeks strength from prayers.




    





    When 




    A young girl 




    Dreams at night




    





    She knows everything will be alright.




    





    When 




    A young girl 




    Wakes up in the morning




    





    Her heart surrenders 




    To the Truth.




    *In memory of my late, beloved father, James R. Thompson.




    



  




  

    

      


    




    

      Dancing Meditation




      Stillness 




      Two deep breaths 




      Step by Step Clockwise – 




      Counterclockwise




      





      First, a circle 




      Then, a figure eight




      





      Momentum builds 




      Heart pounds 




      Arms flutter 




      Feet gallop 




      Leaves crackle,




      





      POP!




      





      Looking down 




      Upon my shoulder 




      Sits a white butterfly 




      Wings of Desire 




      Takes Flight 




      To a place of a million 




      White Moons




      





      THUD!




      





      Looking around 




      People holding hands 




      Trees swaying gently 




      Crickets Chanting




      





      Left Home – Returned Home – Back Home 




      Dancing the Figure Eight Dance!




      



    


  




  

    

      


    




    

      A Melodious Mingle




      Trombones, clarinets and saxophones rumble 




      Our hearts, minds and souls jingle 




      Streams, rivers and waterfalls tumble 




      Like Nôtre Dame’s bells tingle.




      





      Rumble, jingle, tumble and tingle 




      A glorious and melodious mingle 




      Hearts of laughter, tears of crystal 




      Ribbons of glory, essences of petals…




      





      Where does this lead to? - -




      To the glorious and melodious mingle 




      Of rumble, jingle, tumble and tingle.




      



    


  




  

    




    The Child Within




    Something inside of me wants to rebel. 




    So it does. Laughter flares. 




    Twinkling eyes wink. Hands clap wildly. 




    Stomach cramps with fits of hilarious giggles. 




    Merriment rules the moment.




    





    My friend and I skip over benches, touch 




    a pool of warm water, descend red clay mounds, 




    to breathe in the purple hue of the horizon.




    





    Silver shamrocks dance in three-dimensional patterns. 




    Time to run. Time to collect our beads of yellow, orange and white. 




    We pay five orange plus five yellow to obtain two bottles from the local vendor. 




    Bottles of exotic liquid to quench our thirst.




    





    Walking across unknown pathways, 




    towards an opaque window that turns into a mirror. 




    We see multiple reflections. 




    Who are we? 




    Children or Adults?



OEBPS/Images/img_2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9781902932309.jpg





